FATHERS AND CHILDREN
* By curiosity, perhaps; but not otherwise.'
* Really?   Well, now I understand why we
are such friends ; you are just like me, you see/
'We are such friends ../ Bazarov articulated
in a choked voice,
1 Yes! , . . Why, I 'd forgotten you wanted
to go away/
Bazarov got up. The lamp burnt dimly in
the middle of the dark, luxurious, isolated room;
from time to time the blind was shaken, and
there flowed in the freshness of the insidious
night; there was heard its mysterious whisper-
ings. Madame Odintsov did not move in a
single limb; but she was gradually possessed
by concealed emotion.
It communicated itself to Bazarov.    He was
suddenly conscious that he was alone with a
young and lovely woman. * . .
4 Where are you going?' she said slowly,
He answered nothing, and sank into a chair.
*And so you consider me a placid, pam-
pered, spoiled creature/ she went on in the same
voice, never taking her eyes off the window.
* While I know so much about myself, that I am
unhappy.
*You unhappy?    What for?    Surely you
can't attach any importance to idle gossip ? *
Madame Odintsov frowned    It annoyed her
that he had given such a meaning to her words,